
WHERE del I EG LIVED:
In sight. She ran back Into the house,

crying, ''Grandma!"
The room was already blue witn

smoke., The woman had awakened.

"What Is the mattu?' she asked.

"Oh I must cet you .way. ihe
house Is on fire. I'll drag your chair

out. Sit awful still. Oh, ploi-e-
, uraud-ma- ,

I'm not afraid."
It was no easy task to pull the cliflr

across the kitchen floor; but P"My

gained her ground i:u h by Inch. Then

came the nuesflon of how she could

JWaz andHis Job
JTy Herbert J. Hapgood.

OATTLC CRY. .

More thnn half bent-- n. tiut fonrlou.
l uelnu Hie Morm an.l the n'1'1
Hieainlin on-- ioii:tiK, hut ualei.
Here in the lull of Ui flKiit.
1 who bnw nut but lef.ne luce.
God i.f the t.Klitlntf Clun.
Limn my lift" 1 linpl""

me t tie lieait ul u Man.

What thong). I "ve with the winner.
Or per. nil with thi'io win"

the pnwaicis are iiiner.
KiulitliiK the Klit l "'
Btrnnc my Kim In- - "?'"'
Snap! Is my blade. ,an(..,!Sua the ptuud banner, and

O sraro mo thh. Hub " r.r.'i'
r.lvu ni" no pity. n"r

not the wrath "',m..r met
S- -e where he be,
HleeiHim. half l.eaten- -1
Not fi- the K..ry el wirnlne.
Not for the rear "f the nlBl,""
Klumnln the huttl- - ,"'""?-(-Jm.are mc the

Re,t in tin n.it nj";y
Cuw.'rY' thou erb-- to'"'".flout me?

O tenlhle Foe. thou Ua Heat
Here with my "! before me,
Ciod of the nditlilK Clan,
Ornnt that the woman who bore me
Suffered to furkle a Man.
-.- lolm f. Nelliardt, In The Outing

jlufc-azln-

NE of the many difficulties experienced by the r

arises from the trouble he has In keeping Uis wen in

their respective territories. The problem becomes partlcu-Inrl- v

troublesome with a line like typewriters, trading
article that Is sold to small

stamps, cash registers or an
merchants or direct to the people. A large sales force Is

employed In putting such propositions on the market and

easily accessiblo one to an-

other
consequently the territories are

and the temptation for one man to encroach upon the
other's exclusive field becomes very great. When a man sees a prosp.ee
that looks pood Just across the. line, the chances are he will Jump over and

try to get a contract.
Tho other day a man who used to sell typewriters came to me and said

he couldn't make good on the proposition mainly because his rights of ter-

ritory were so often violated. While this seemed a pretty thin excuse for
his not being able to tell the machines, I was nevertheless Impressed by his

complaint and am somewhat Inclined to believe that gener-

ally do not give the matter sufficient attention.
He paid that one morning as he was working a remote corner or nis te-

rritoryIt was somewhere in Connecticut he went Into an office and found

that one of their typewriters had been recently put In on trial. The boss
wns out at the time be called, but he got Into the good graces of the young
lady stenographer as all typewriter salesmen try more or less successfully
to do and learned the whole story.

It would have been an easy matter for him to have reported the Incident
to his but he knsw that the man who encroached on his ter-

ritory would offer the old excuse of saying that the prospect was a personal
friend of his. So he decided to punish the Intruder In a more original manner

and accordingly he took out the machine, mid had the man searching for It

for over two weeks. New York Commercial.
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Why Women Talk
Little

Ey Ceorge
f$jPmi AN It be that Nature Is

not denv that unon all
i.i.,.-.- i v.. ........

ii-- un unman, biic uiu ami mi-.--

It Is the cock that crows, the gander that bonks, the

aoiut bird that sings, the bullfrog that gulps, and even the
grasshopper that stridently rasps his wings. So

n.nf,. 1... -- 1. nlllf.tlldp is i m--
iwuuj , in vruu iui iiiiij nun umutiiiv. u.tijiii, - - -

posed upon the harem of a Turk as upon that of a chanti-
cleer, but how long since not without cause did we suppose

t neieeivt'd the disappearance of the

Woman Tails of His Visit to Widow of

Great Composer,
While we were In Brrsen we were

invited out to luncheon with Madame
Grelg. Their home lies out In the

country, about a half hour's ride from

Bergen and on be banks of a bl;
lake. We were received by Madamj
til-el- ' at the station, and after a wail;
of twenty minutes 'e came to their
charming villa.

As we came to the big gate lead.

ing through the garden we were

shown a big tree where Grelg always
had a sign In four languages, read-

ing, "Mr. Edward Grelg. Ib not at
home to any one before 4 p. m." You

know he was a sick man, aud lie ivas
so bothered by tourists that he found
It necessary to protect himself that
way. Madame Grelg received us D

the big living room, which l(,vlDg
friends had fairly filled with blooming
plants for ber first lonely hornet omlng
the day before. Nuturally she a

very sad, but as we were all friends
who had known and loved it
was her sad pleasure to see us end to

talk of him. She showed us everj
little detail of the room.

After our coffee we- all, with the

exception of Madame Grelg, went to
visit the little house where Greis jji
most of bis composing. We had to
descend steps and winding walks un-

til at the end of the big garden oa
the edge of the lake we came to a
nlain little house consisting of one

room, the "holy of holies." Opposite
the door was one large window, in
front of which stood a pialn deal table
with a small armchair and a foostool.
On the table were his pens and pen-

cils, pot of glue, blotter, paper weight
everything that he ttsed. The whole

room had the air cf being left oly
for a short while and of waiting for
his return. On each side of the win-

dow was a place tpr a set of shelves,
where he kept his scores. By the '

door was another set of shelves, where
were all his nianuscrlps. I asked if
it were not dangerous to leave his
original works so unprotected. I was
told that the Norwegian folk are so

honest that no one would think of tak-

ing them.
A3 an example of Grelg's humor we

were shown a slip of paper on his
desk on which he had written the fo-

llowing: "To anyone who may enter
here: Please take anything that may
please your fancy, but kindly leave
nie my manuscripts which are of In-

terest to no one but myself." He a-

lways left that sll'i there when he
went iway. The rest of the furui-t'ir- e

of the room censisted of a sofa,
two chiir? and a little old craiked
uptight iila ao that he said was "good
enough to compose on.'

Frcm tl.ere we went across the
garden, pas' the house where we saw
Madame Grelg's face smiling sadly
at us otti oi the window down to the
other side ol the water. In the side
of a cliff about fifty feet high lying
about twenty-lv- e feet from the ground
we saw a stote slab cemented solidly
lu the cliff wi h the Inscription "Ed-
ward Grieg.' There, looking out over
the beautiful lake, In the midst of pine
trees, with onlj nature for his com-

panions, the rouli, tugged Norwegian
nature that gav. him bis birth and
whose leautles h; made known to th
world in his mu le there he wished
to lie, and there lies.

Below us, on th' edge of the w.ver,
were two vorkmej shovelling broi.en
stone into 'be wa:er by the lauding
place. We were told thai Grieg wished
to be alone there, aud that was being
done to prevent biats from lauding.
The slab Is about fre feet square. Be- -

neatu it we hung the wreath with the
American colors wh'.t-- we took with
us. After a h;if hour or more with
Mme. Grelg, we waflted to the stati in
and took the train 'o town. As we"

rolled out of the stat'.on we saw t'.at
lonely little black figure waving a
farewell from the platform. Mrs.
Charles Cahler iu IndUnapolls Nevs.

Thel" Game.
A poor lady thu other day hastened

to the nursery ad said to her littl
tiaufhter:

"Minnie, what jdc you mean by
shouting and streaming? Play
quietly like Tomaiy. See, he doesn't
make a sound"

"Of course he doesn't," Bald ,th?little girl. 'That u kur gam(, Ho l3
papa coming home te, and I am
you." F.ver. body's Magazine.

Tie E'lalltl Wav.
You get Into your Jnornlng e Icnrrt- -

Mass compartment onjthe S. E. ii Vid C.
Ilaiiwny to como un ti the office. You '
ii et in the main the ame nine i tier
n on every day, Yoil do this for
montns. nay years ut you npver
M it you ventuJ to" make tho '

' rash expcrWnt. vou are A
frozen to death with irr.i, to
say. "What the deuce dj you meml by
pcakins to me?" Groer's Asslf ant.

No Genlui
"He Is very clever, tut evld.i ntly'r irom a real genius.
"What makes you thik so?"

hy, he Is fairly punctual a(bout
kwpln. his appolntmlts."-KaB- sM
City Times. I (

Are we not, then, driven to the conclusion that women of y are be-

ginning to talk less In the hope of thus bitter pleasing men? If so, while
commending the motive, we would unhesitatingly question the method.
American women err grievously In assuming that their actual or would-b-

lords dislike to hear them converse upon all suitable occasions. The mere
music of their voices as contrasted with the raucous male note easily coun-
terbalances nny possible disparity In the Ideas expressed. And, compared
with sheer stupidity or studied sulklness, loquacity is a Joy to all mankind.
Upon all grounds, therefore In the Interest of progress and enlightenment,
for the unburdening of the spirit, to enhance cheerfulness, to discourage care,
to brighten the homo, for sincerity's sake no less than for circumspection,
even for the preservation of peace and quiet within and without the Ameri-
can family we cry out for a loosening of the delicate tongues now so strange-
ly und so suspiciously stilled. North American Review.

get the chair and lu precious freight
down the steps. iim not a minute
must be lost; the flaims had multi-

plied and were rising hilKr and high-

er.
"Hold tight, grandma." Polly chok-

ed, down the steps she (irnpged the
chair to a place out of Jan sot, and
then she rushed back to the kitchen
and carried the cakes out.

"Oh, If someone would only come,"
she cried. "Grandma, what will I

do?"
"Polly Grey," said the eld lady In a

voice the granddaughter had never re-

membered bearing her use, "you're
a Grey. Get a ladder-th- ere must be

one In the woodhotue. Climb to the
roof, with a pall of water. Oh, If I

were only young!"
And Polly obeyed. Pall after pall

of water was emptied upon the roof;
still the tongues of flames malignantly
seethed an4 crackled. Polly was now

discouraged. Her limbs ached, and her
head swam with the heat of the sun
and flames. She grew dizzy, and,
afraid of falling, felt for the ladder
and :ilpped down to the ground. Then
she heard the sound of carriage wheels
In the road, and before she realized
what hud happened, a cheery voice

called, "HI, there!" The speaker was
n young man. The stranger and Polly
worked hard and fast against the
flames. After a time their labor was

rewarded, for the fir now smouldered
feebly. Danger was passed.

"A close call," the young fellow ex-

claimed, slipping on his coa', which he
had hastily discarded.

"Indeed it was, and thank you, sir,"
said Grandmother Grey. "My grand-
child was about tuckered."

Polly was Indeed rued. The excite-
ment over, the hart fallen to the
ground, sobbing bitterly. The ms.n
crossed the space of the garden to
her side.

"I say,' he consoled, bending over
her, "it is all over."

"My grandma"
"She Is all light," he said.
"But I nearly went away and left

her." sobbed Polly,
"But you didn't," he answered, not

knowing exactly what to Fay.
"Oh." sobbed Polly, who felt all of

a sudden an overwhelming confidence
In this kindly young man.

"I see," he replied, after the girl's
entire confession ot the afternoon's
tetr.ptation. "Miss"

"Polly Grey."
"Well, Miss Poily Grey, you wouldn't

'

have gone to the picnic, and you know
you wouldn't."

And then a very thing hap- -

pened. For the young; man was no
otner tnan the prospective bridegroom
of the beautiful Nancv Hvde, for
whom Mrs. Grey hac" baked the cakes
which Polly rescued. And the little
glil was Invited to the wedding that
was theinterest of the countryside for
miles around.

She was a very penitent, thankful
m-.- d a much wiser little Polly Grey.
Detroit Free Press.

Old Slave Market of Memphis.
Grim, unsightly, pointless, seamed

and crooked throughout its masonry,
there stands today an old blick build-- ;

lug on Adams street, midway between
Main and Second, about which clust-- i
crs more of history and of change thau
tan be compressed into song or 6tory.
It Is situated Jurt on the east of the
alley midway between Main and Sec-cr.- d

streets and Is used as a shelter for
the city prisoners who are worked on
the rock pile.

If you will take the trouble to step
to the westward side of this old build-

ing, where It faces the alley, and
jlance up along Its second story you
may still discern the Inscription:
' Negro Mart and Livery Stable," or as
much of It as time nas not penciled
out. The last letter of the word "Sta-
ble," and the last letter of the word
"Mart" are gone. The others are
dimmed with age and might pass un-

noticed unless you look a second
time.

Time was, nearly t half centuiy ago
when this was a famous Negro ma-ke- t.

It was presided over, in Its time, by
not less a man than Gen. Forrest him-
self. Thousands of negroes were
bought and sold wit'iin its vails, and
hundreds of thousa.ids of dollars
passed there from buyer to vendor.
One old, gray headed negro told the
v.;;iter a few days ago:
"i'se seen many bushel of money

piled up on the upstairs Mo't-jo- iIi

money, i;ah, in de ole days. Yes, tali
I ( 'members Glni Forrest, an' he was
do beateness' man l evnh seen. jj,.y
done what he tole 'em, eah; an' he
only tole 'em onct. '

Memphis Com-
mercial Appeal.

It Is said that a growth of Ivy ab-
sorbs the moisture from a stone wall
rather than Imparting It, as Is popu-
larly supposed.

Polly Grey
By Nan Todd.

It was a glorious June morning.
Across the meadowa wafted a breeze
as delicate In fragrance as, the color-

ing of the trees and grass over which

it danced. But iu spite of all this
summer sweetness, Polly Grey was not

happy. It was tho day of the first

picnic of the year, which glowing
event was to be celebrated In some

nearby woods. Polly had planned to

go, when her mother bad beeu unex-

pectedly called to nurse a sick neigh-

bor, and the little g'rl had been oblig-

ed to stay at home and care for her

aged, helpless grandmother; besides,
there were cakes to bake, and this is

not any fun on a summer's day. The

Greys were poor. It was ouly by her
skill In cooking that Mrs. Grey man-

aged to find a livelihood for the little

family of three, lolly sighed woe-

fully as Ehe opened the oven door. The
cakes were not nea.' done. The day
was' not a bit as she had planned.

"Hello," called a voice suddenly
from the outside.

"Hello," Polly answered, unlatching
the kitchen door upon four girls gath-
ered near the steps.

"Can't you go to the picnic, Poll?"
asked one of the group.

"Nope."
"Why?"
"Mother's gone away. I've got to

stay at home and take care of grand-
ma. There are some horrid cakes to
bake, too."

"For Nancy Hyde's wedding, I

s'pose. My! I should think you'd feel

grand bavin' your ma bake cakes for
that wedding. I'd love to go. The
man Nancy Is goln' to marry Is awful
rich. You could carry the cakes over,
Poll, and maybe you could see some-

thing." But Polly was inconsolable.
"Well, I'd leave my grandma for a

minute," tempted another voice. "She
wouldn't mind if you ran down to the
woods andrlght back.'1

But as Polly Grey would make no
plans, the girls, anxious to Join their
friends, hurried away leaving a disap-
pointed, teary-eye- girl to watch them
until they bad disappeared In the btud
of the road.

"Polly," called Grandmother Grey
presently from across the kitchen.
"What are you doing? When Is your
mother coming uacK?" and the grand-
child dutifully answered the old lady's
Questioning.

Later, the cakes were puv upon a
high schclf out of the old cat, Tabby's
reach. The work done, the morning
dragged into early afternoon. Grand-
mother Grey had fallen asleep In her
armchair, and the big kitchen was
very still. Polly leaned disconsolately
on the table and looked out ut tne
window, frowning deeply.

"The cakes are all baked, and I

wouldn't be but a minute," she whis-
pered, trying to convince herself of
the Justness of her thoughts. She
turned and tiptoed to her grandmoth-
er's side, and stood looking down up-
on the sleeping old lady. Polly was
certain her grandmother har never neg-
lected a duty; but then grandma had
lived In a time when, according to
stories, girls never wanted to be dis-
obedient. Tabby rubbed against her
little mistress' dress but the girl paid
no heed. She was thinking of her
friends, the deep woods and her
mother's tired face. Two minutes
dras-'ge- by.

She felt suddenly oppressed. With
haste, she opened the door and, as
she did so, the draft causid a volume
of smoke to pour from every conceiv-
able crevico of the kiuhen stove. Tab-
by rushed out of doors. Polly, dazed,
followed, stumbling down the sters.
What met her eyes made her poor lit-
tle heart fairly stop beating.. For near
the chimney, where the rocf sagged, a
brick had broken away and a flame
was fiendishly lapping the rotten sin-
gles.

"Oh, what will I do?" sobbed the
frightened girl. She looked frantically
down the road, but cot a person was

t SI
ui ill t: i

Bargain
Frank IV.

Harvey. i
reasserting ber authority? We may
ftniales. exceDt those politely con- -

.it.i n.wi ,lnf,u ni.1r.in enhmisslve fill

habit among civilized peoples!

'au o

Counter
O Maiey.

Snake Pulled Man Up a Tree,
C. M. Carson, of Washington, and

Fred M. Slater of Bethany, found a
huge black snake near West Alexan-
der hanging from a hole In a hollow
tree. When Carson grasped the
make's tail to pull it out the reptile
wrapped Itself about his wrist and
gradually pulled him from the ground.

Sinter severed the snake's body with
a corn-cutte- r to release his companion,
whose wrist was severely wrenched.
The forepart of the disappeared
Into the tree. Pittsburg Dispatch.

The Hulchol Iudias; of northwest
Mexico, who have for years resisted
the efforts of missionaries to work
among them, have a Noah's ark leg-
end which they accept as gospel.

F that Englishman of Lowell's, whose notion of America was
that of a great stretch of bargain-counte- strung along the
seaboard, founded his conception of the United States up-
on a glimpse from a schooner off Atlantic City, neither you
nor any one else would blame him. The Boardwalk is a
string of shops on one side facing the sea, and they are,
next to the thousands of proiuenaders, the most interesting
things there. You may have hurried away from the towny
shops back in Atlantic avtnue when you noted that tbey

sported grossly material things like heads of cabbage and sides of beef, but
out here among the Boardwalk shops you will find nothing on sale except
everything In the world that you haven't the slightest use for. They've
thrown away the fronts of the shops so that you the better may see the

gimcracks that our studious and spectacled and suave little brown
brothers are selling through the medium of a white auctioneer,
who repeats the bids offered as though he were revealing a great secret sor-

row. Here are Persian, Syrian and Turkish rugs, some designed and built
in a post village like Bagdad centuries ago, no doubt, and many more that
were designed there centurl?s ago but only recently have been built for the
Western rich in the applied art centres of Camden, which is in New Jersey.
Toy-shop- s fairly embrace one another. Picture post-card- s are even more num-

erous than around the Hotel Venus at Santiago rows and racks of them
that litter tables and climb ceiling-war- along three walls. Everybody's

Wanted One Mourner.
The lawyer was drawing up s

will "I hereby bequeath all im-

properly to my wife," dictated
"Got that down?1' 'Yes," an-

swered the attorney. "On condition,"
continued Enpeck. "that she marries
within a year." "But why that condi-

tion?" asked the mau of law. "

answered the meek and low-

ly testator, "I want somebody to be
vorry that 1 died." The Argonaut.

Esperanto.
"What do you call the Chinese man

nJio brings us tea?" askej the man
with the goggles of the girl with tho
giggles.

"Tee-bee,- was ber reply.


